THE GREAT REWARD.   I.  POETRY

faith, my illusion, my teeth, my reputation and
brella. What does it matter ? It doesn't matter
he least! Reading Lorenzo's words,

Come, ho ! and wake Diana with a hymn /

1 go into the enchanted forest, into the Age of
d. Life ceases to be brief, sad, enigmatic ; I am
fectly satisfied with it. What more is there indeed
isk for ? I taste a joy beyond the reach of fate ;
wnheur, Vimpossible bonheur, is mine. I am (to
ress myself in soberer terms) simply kidnapped
> heaven. I sit with the Gods and quaff their
tar ; quaff indeed a nectar more generous than
br own, since I, alone of the Immortals, taste the
ma of this aromatic floating, orchard plot of earth,
^ch, could they but sip its fragrance, how gladly
ild the Gods descend from their golden chairs,
s upon themselves the burden of our earthly sin,
[ provoke another Flood ! Even that * fading
[ision,5 my aching, coughing body, becomes a
icle and instrument of music, and like a battered
violin, shivers and vibrates with tunable delight,
lerefore the poet,3 as Lorenzo went on to tell
ica,

Did feign that Orpheus drew trees, stones, and flood;
Since naught so stockish, hard, and full of rage,
But music for the time doth change his nature.

F ever again I am so stockish or full of rage as to
y the genius of Shakespeare, the music of this
le will, in the magical five minutes it takes to
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